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	1. Chapter 1

_This is a sequel to Secrets and Shadows. A lot of will make no sense unless you've read that one first. -AU, crossover with The Pretender and The Listener._

_I'll try to post every other day or so. The first half of the story is done, the second is mapped out. Reviews may encourage me to keep to the posting schedule._

* * *

><p>Four weeks was long enough for most of the physical injuries to heal. Long enough for things to start getting back to normal. Long enough for Sanctuary, large as it was, to start feeling like a cage.<p>

It wasn't long enough to heal the mental and emotional wounds. They were starting to heal. There was definite progress. But they had only healed so far.

Roslin rubbed her biceps as she paced and looked around her room. How one place could be a haven and a cage at the same time was something she hadn't worked out yet. It was the one place where no one bothered her, her retreat from whatever she couldn't deal with at the moment. But she was so tired of looking at the same four walls, of not being comfortable outside of them.

At least the nightmares had mostly gone away.

The EM field made her room one of the few places where the pressures of everyone else's thoughts and emotions were barely noticeable. And that was something she should probably tell Adam about. The EM field should have kept everything completely out - not just mostly out. Her telepathy had continued to mutate, more rapidly than Adam or Roslin were happy with, but the fluctuations did seem to be slowing down at least.

Roslin wasn't sure she wanted Adam to know. He and Jesse would try to find a way to strengthen the field. That might be a good thing, but she'd lose her ability to tell when most of the others left Sanctuary. That knowledge was one of the few things that was keeping her from going stir-crazy.

She had to keep her defenses up fairly high when everyone was around and that almost always gave her a headache. If Brennan was in Sanctuary, Roslin had to be doubly careful. He was loud, vocally, mentally, emotionally. And he only remembered to bring his own mental shields up when Emma was around.

But he, Emma, and Shalimar were all out for now. Roslin had felt it when they left. That only left Jesse and Adam. Adam would be in the lab or his office - both of which she intended to avoid. Jesse would probably be at his computer. With both of the men concentrating on their work, Roslin could let her defenses down a bit.

Not only would that minimize the chance for a headache later, but it would give her enough of a sense of where they were to keep her from flinching away if she encountered them. Four weeks and she still flinched from Adam, Emma, and Jesse if they startled her the least bit. She knew the truth - she'd watched the videos almost obsessively the first week. She should be past it by now.

Roslin shook her head causing auburn hair to settle out of her eyes. She blew out a sigh and reached for a hair tie. A session in the dojo was the first thing on her list for the day. She was rehabbing her shoulder for the second time and while she'd regained almost full range of motion, strength was still an issue. Besides, she needed to think, and to work off some of the frustration that was building up.

A last check told her no one was nearby and Roslin opened her door, stepping out into Sanctuary's halls. She didn't let herself even glance in the direction of the kitchen. The dojo was waiting.

* * *

><p>I typed a new command into the computer, but I barely saw the results when they came up. Though Roslin didn't know it, I'd seen her come out of her room. After everything she'd been through, I couldn't help but worry about her.<p>

All the trust issues Roslin had when I first met her had come back even stronger. She was trying, and things were getting better, but Roslin was fighting her own instincts. I'd been the person she trusted most, and the false version of me that Paragon had shown her only made things worse.

And because of what Paragon had done to her, I couldn't keep a personal eye on her like I wanted to. Not without making things worse. So I was using the security systems. I had a suspicion the only reason I hadn't heard from Adam about it was because he was doing the same thing.

She was headed away from the kitchen, probably to the dojo. She spent a lot of time there, usually in Shal's company. Of all of us, she seemed most comfortable with my "big sister" now. But Shal was out with Brennan and Emma.

I frowned, rubbing a hand over my jaw as I watched the feed. I knew, from Adam, that Roslin was working on rehabilitating her shoulder and it was still giving her trouble sometimes. I wasn't sure I liked the idea of her in the dojo by herself though. It would be far to easy to re-injure herself.

Before the GSA and then Paragon had gotten their hands on her, Roslin had started to realize there were people who would help her when she needed it. Since we'd gotten her back, she seemed to have mostly forgotten she didn't have to keep everything to herself.

It seemed she might be talking to Shal, at least a little. The two had grown close over the last month. Close enough that I wouldn't have worried about Roslin being in the dojo if Shal had been around. But she wasn't. And I was pretty sure Roslin was getting frustrated.

Roslin wasn't the only one frustrated, though none of us blamed her. It was clear to all of us that she fighting what Paragon and Juliana's people had done to her. And she was succeeding.

But it wasn't a quick process. Certainly not quick enough for her, though, even remembering what Jarod had said, I was surprised she'd come as far as she had.

It wasn't until she'd been back a full week that Roslin could even stay in the same room with Adam, Emma, or me. And then it hadn't been for more than a few minutes, and not without someone else there. Now she'd stopped flinching away when she saw us, but after even a few minutes in our company, Roslin would be a bundle of nerves, almost shaking.

The only thing I wanted to do was protect her, soothe that fear, and that was the very thing I couldn't do. Because I was what Roslin was afraid of. If Adam hadn't found things for me to do outside of Sanctuary during the first couple of weeks, I would have asked him to.

I couldn't watch her and not want to do something. But the something Roslin needed me to do was to give her space and time to work things out. I didn't need Emma to tell me that much, though she had. I could try to make things a little easier on Roslin though. So I kept my mental walls up, made myself scarce when it was clear she was feeling uneasy, and did my best not to startle her when we crossed paths.

I almost switched camera feeds when I realized Roslin had disappeared while I'd been thinking. After a moment, I sighed and minimized the window instead. Worrying about Roslin wasn't helping anyone and it wasn't getting the security updates done. I really needed to focus on that or Adam would start in on me about watching Roslin on the security feeds. There would be plenty of time to worry later.

I'm not sure how much later it was when I installed the last patch, but my coffee mug was empty. I typed in the command for a scan of the security system and stood up to stretch. It would take some time for the scan to run and it was time for a refill and maybe a snack while I waited.

That was what I told myself, anyway. I wasn't going to the kitchen because I thought I heard someone, or because I thought it might be Roslin. It was just time to refuel. Even so, I found myself whistling quietly as I made my way to the kitchen.

* * *

><p>Jarod had stayed for week after they'd pulled her out of Paragon. There were times Roslin wished he'd stayed longer - or that she'd gone with him when he left. But he couldn't leave the Centre to run itself.<p>

That first week had been when she'd needed him the most. She'd barely been able to handle even seeing Adam, Emma, and Jesse the first few days. After watching the videos four or five times, she'd at least stopped flinching when they crossed her line of sight.

She'd spent most of that first week in her room or with Shalimar. The feral was more patient with her than Roslin had expected and provided a buffer between her and the others. Brennan tended to avoid her, though Roslin wasn't sure why. Still, she wasn't as comfortable with him as she was with Shalimar, so it was probably better that way.

The last day or two before Jarod left, he and Shalimar had started bringing Adam into the lab with them. At first, she'd been unable to think past the instinctive fear that rose just being in the same room. But Adam didn't touch her, didn't even come close. He'd stayed by the computers, run the scans, and barely spoken to her. If there was need, it was Jarod or Shalimar who adjusted sensors or drew blood.

By the time Jarod left, Roslin didn't feel like she was going to panic just being in the lab with Adam, as long as she wasn't alone with him. It was still the worst part of her day though. And at the same time, it was the most necessary.

Her telepathy was still mutating, whether because of what Paragon had done or whether it was just the natural course of things. And every time it mutated, it affected her empathy as well. Scans and tests were they only way they were going to be able to counter the changes, or at least figure out what was causing them.

Roslin finished the strength exercises, but she wasn't ready to go back to her room, or deal with anyone else yet. She still had some thinking to do. She started a kata Shalimar had taught her the previous week and let her mind work things through.

She wanted, more than anything, to go back to before Paragon had grabbed her. Back to when her instinctive reaction to Jesse had been one of trust, back to when she'd been coming to trust the rest of Mutant X as well. Her instinctive reaction now, to everyone but Shalimar and Brennan, was fear.

And that was the problem. Adam seemed to take it for what it was - probably the scientist in him. But he didn't take it personally. Emma had the advantage of being able to feel the internal battle Roslin went through each time. So the instinctive reaction might hurt the other empath, but she didn't take it personally either.

Jesse, though, didn't have Emma's advantage. Every time Roslin flinched or moved away from him, it hurt him. He did take it personally, yet Roslin knew he didn't blame her for it. It was more as if he were hurting for her. And it hurt Roslin to know she was hurting him.

The nightmares were coming less frequently, and unless they startled her, Roslin no longer flinched just because one of them came into the same room. That was a good thing, since both Emma and Jesse tended to lurk nearby whenever they could do so without being too obvious. Neither of them pushed her. Jesse was just there. Emma projected a general feeling of calm and safety. It helped, a little. What helped more was that the tele-empath didn't push to let her help. Roslin wasn't even close to ready to let someone else inside her head again.

Still, it bothered her that she still couldn't get past the instinctive reactions when she knew the truth. She still watched the videos whenever she felt the doubt start to creep in. She'd even seen the file on the psionic who'd planted the damn memories. There was no doubt those memories were fake and after four weeks of reinforcing that knowledge, Roslin should be able to get past the instinct to shy away.

A vague burning sensation in her shoulder worked its way through her thoughts, demanding attention. Roslin stopped the kata, rolling her shoulder with a wince. The problem with allowing her mind the freedom to work through things was that she tended not to pay attention to the signals her body sent her. She sighed and rolled the shoulder again.

It didn't feel like she'd done any permanent damage, but it was going to take at least an hour or two before she was going to be able to use her arm normally again. Not the way Roslin had wanted to start the day. It was going to cause Adam, if no one else, to ask questions she didn't really want to answer yet.

Hiding out down here wasn't going to fix anything though and she really could use some coffee. With any luck, she'd be able to avoid anyone for a little while longer.


	2. Chapter 2

_Time for a quick check in with some of Mutant X's enemies. This chapter is short, so I decided to post the next chapter as well. Enjoy - and if you do, please let me know!_

* * *

><p>Dr. Kenneth Harrison studied the images on his monitor with a frown. The number of subjects Mr. Eckhart's GS agents had brought in was impressive. Unfortunately, it was going to take a lot of time to establish baselines, and Mr. Eckhart was impatient for results. Still, Harrison's team could run the baseline tests while he worked out the tests that would allow the GSA to determine if a potential employee was a natural mutant.<p>

The loss of data from Paragon was regrettable. Harrison pursed his lips in thought. At least he still had the data from Ms. Britton's short stay at Genomex. It might not be much, but perhaps closer study of the data might give him some direction. It would depend on whether the few test he'd had the opportunity to run were able to differentiate between her two abilities.

He hadn't known at the time that his test subject had two different psionic abilities. The only tests they'd had time for had been for baselines though, so there might be something there he hadn't known to look for originally. Yes a review of that data was essential.

He really did need that subject back in his control. It would be so much more efficient to run his tests on a single subject who had both a natural and a manipulated mutation. Especially one he already had baseline results for. His people were going to be wasting valuable time establishing those same baselines for each of the mutants the GSA had brought in.

And before he could actually begin testing, they were going to have to determine if the subject's mutation was natural or the result of Genomex's manipulation. Provided, of course, the mutation was even real to begin with.

Psionics were his least favorite of the mutation classes.

He wanted Ms. Britton back, and if Mr. Eckhart's people managed to find her again, hewould be certain not to let her out of his possession again.

* * *

><p>Mason Eckhart smiled slightly as he read the file on the screen in front of him. Adam might have managed to find a cure for that claudosporium epidemic last year, but he'd also left Genomex without wiping all his data on it. Genomex researchers had been studying that data for the past year. And it seemed as if they were finally making some progress with it. A controlled version of the claudosporium effect, especially in Genomex's hands, would be very useful.<p>

It would be far more useful to have Ms. Britton in a stasis pod for evaluation. In retrospect, letting Ms. Nolan and Paragon Research have her had been a mistake. Though at least Ms. Nolan had provided the previous data Paragon had on Ms. Britton.

Still, Adam and his people had managed to steal the woman away from Paragon. GS agents had been looking for her, but they'd had no success so far. At least she'd been taken from Paragon and not Genomex. The warning she was meant to be wasn't blunted too much, because few people knew she was no longer at Paragon.

Despite the annoyance of not being able to make an example of Ms. Britton, there might be something to Genomex's benefit coming out of the situation. It hadn't occurred to Eckhart until just now. Ms. Nolan and Dr. Harrison had both mentioned that all of the data on Paragon's tests on Ms. Britton had been stolen at the same time she had.

Perhaps Genomex has something Ms. Nolan might want, since the GSA databases hadn't been stolen. Data from Paragon's original experiment was there, along with the little data Dr. Harrison had from his own tests. It wasn't a lot of data, but it was more than Ms. Nolan's people currently had on Ms. Britton.

The other project he was following was progressing as well. His GS agents were gathering quite a collection of psionics. That should provide Harrison and his team with plenty of experimental subjects. Eckhart had been explicit when he gave the GS agents their instructions. They were to collect known new mutants, but they were also to pull in suspected psionics who weren't in the Genomex databases, so-called "natural" mutants.

If Dr. Harrison couldn't determine a way to recognize one of these "natural" psionics, he would find himself in a stasis pod.

* * *

><p>Juliana Nolan sat with her back to her desk, gazing out the window at the nearby skyscrapers. The cold beauty of her face was marred by slight shadows under her eyes. The last month had been one of frantic activity. Thanks to Jarod and Mutant X, Juliana had been forced to take drastic measures and personally oversee them.<p>

Paragon's genetic program might have been secret, but it was far more important to the company's future than anyone else knew. It had taken a lot of work, but there was no evidence left on the books that the program had ever existed. It was still running, just much further underground, and there was no on the board of directors, other than herself that knew it even existed.

She had managed to get someone into Genomex. Eckhart's security screenings weren't as good as he thought, but that was to her benefit. She wasn't about to tell him, especially since he wasn't being forthcoming with any information about Mutant X. Nor was he sharing whatever data Harrison still had on Roslin from the short time the GSA had her in custody.

At least she knew where Jarod was, and so far he'd kept his promise. No one had come sniffing around Paragon so far, though Juliana was certain that wouldn't remain the case much longer. She didn't intend to sit back and wait.

She owed him. He and his friends had set back Paragon's genetic program by months, if not years. And he'd chosen Roslin over her. He'd pay for both those things. Juliana hadn't come up with a plan for how yet, but she would.

Now that the secret programs were safe, she could turn her attention that goal, and to getting a hold of Roslin again. Next time, she would settle for the other woman's quick death, as long as it was painful, if necessary.

Juliana was hoping to bring Roslin back into the genetic program though.

Either result would be satisfactory and provide the first step in making Jarod pay, seeing as the man had apparently developed a soft spot for Roslin.


	3. Chapter 3

_No physical action in this chapter, but lots of emotional action. Thoughts, reactions, reviews are welcome._

* * *

><p>Jarod had been gone for about a week before Roslin found herself able to been alone in the same room with Adam, Emma, or Jesse. It still wasn't easy and she couldn't do it for long. She still flinched away if they came too close or startled her. The instinctive flash of fear was still there.<p>

But even Roslin could see it as progress, and it made things easier on everyone. Shalimar and Brennan were able to get back to their regular duties instead of babysitting her. And the less she was afraid, the less tense things were in general.

The lab was still the worst, but Adam seemed to get that. Most of their meetings were in his office or in one of the more public spaces of Sanctuary. Roslin didn't have false memories of those places, so they were easier to deal with. Adam kept the lab time to the absolute minimum necessary. Even that was getting easier though.

At the same time things seemed to be getting a little better with Jesse, Adam, and Emma, they seemed to be go downhill with Brennan. The tall elemental had mostly avoided Roslin during the first two weeks, except when Jarod or Shal had needed his help. When Roslin did see him, especially while she was still rebuilding her mental defenses, she'd gotten a faint sense of guilt from him, though she'd never figured out why.

That guilt was still there. Roslin felt it more often, but there something else there with it recently. She didn't mean to read Brennan. Emma had told her the elemental didn't like the idea of having someone else in his head, and Roslin had already figured that out anyway. It was just that Brennan was mentally loud. She couldn't help but overhear and sense some things even when she had all her defenses up. That other something was darker than the guilt, but she couldn't identify what it was without doing something she wasn't willing to do.

Roslin did the only thing she could and avoided Brennan as much as possible. Since he seemed to be avoiding her, that seemed to work pretty well. At least as long her abilities didn't decide to fluctuate again.

Roslin pulled a mug from the cabinet and sat it on the counter. Since it was only Jesse and Adam in Sanctuary, she'd left her mental defenses slightly lowered. Brennan and the others were still out, so it was safe enough for the time being. It meant she knew when Jesse's attention left the computer. And it gave her a few minutes warning to prepare.

She would have known he was about to appear even if her defenses had been at full strength. Jesse could barely carry a tune, but over the past few weeks, he'd taken to whistling a bit of something if he so much as thought she might be nearby. It was his way of trying not to startle her, and one of the reasons she felt so guilty on the rare occasion he did anyway.

Roslin turned and leaned against the counter as he came around the corner, offering a slight smile. It wasn't much, and it was fragile, but it was real and unforced.

Jesse's blue eyes lit up a bit when he saw her. They darkened again as he took a better look at her, though the open smile never slipped from his lips. Roslin knew what he was seeing. The circles under her eyes were lighter than they had been, but they were enough to tell him she was still having nightmares. She had a feeling he was seeing more in her eyes than she wanted him too and she shifted, breaking eye contact.

His eyes narrowed and Roslin winced internally. That shift had put the empty mug in his line of sight. Damn the man for being far too observant. She hoped he'd let it drop, but she knew him too well. She closed her eyes and bit her lip as he spoke.

"Work out a little too hard this morning?"

There was no accusation in his tone, only concern and a deeper care than she had sensed before. The words were out before she really thought about them.

"Yeah, I had some thinking to do and wasn't paying attention. My shoulder's not happy, but it'll be fine in a bit."

Roslin opened her eyes just in time to see Jesse's eyebrows rise just a fraction but he just nodded slightly toward the mug on the counter.

"Here, let me get that for you." Without waiting for an answer, he stepped closer, reaching for the mug.

The problem with false memories was that, while the logical mind might know they were false, the hind-brain, the keeper of instinct, didn't. Athletes used visualization, essentially creating false memories, because a part of the brain involved in creating muscle memory acted as if the visualizations were real. That same part of the brain insisted that the false memories Juliana's pet psionic had given Roslin were real. And that meant that, no matter how hard she tried, no matter how often she reminded herself of the truth, Roslin tensed up around the three people who had been in them.

It was getting better, as real and repeated experience countered those false memories. And when she had a few seconds to prepare, she could usually talk her rational brain around to keeping control. But her instinctive, unthinking reaction to Adam, Emma, and Jesse was still fear.

That instinctive fear rose and she flinched, just slightly, but it was enough for him to notice. Jess froze for a second before backing off a couple of steps with a resigned sigh.

Roslin couldn't look at him. Rubbing her right arm, she tried to find something to say but the only words she could find were inadequate. She'd hurt him yet again. Finally she looked at him, green eyes dark.

"I'm sorry, Jess."

The words were soft and full of guilt and frustration.

* * *

><p>Roslin was already facing my direction when I came around the corner and I smiled, glad I hadn't startled her. The small smile she was wearing made my heart skip a beat. It wasn't forced and I thought it might be the first real smile, however small, I'd seen from her in entirely too long.<p>

Small details intruded and my smile slipped just a bit. It was obvious Roslin was still having trouble sleeping, though the circles under her eyes were much lighter than they had been. The shadows in her eyes were just as apparent though, at least for anyone who knew her. Roslin was still waging her internal battle, though she seemed to have it under control for the moment.

I realized I was probably staring and looked away, glancing toward the coffeemaker. There was an empty mug on the counter and suddenly something about the way Roslin was standing clicked. It was an effort to keep everything I wanted to say out of my voice.

"Worked out a little too hard this morning?"

I looked directly at Roslin, watching as she bit her lip, closing her eyes briefly before nodding and meeting my gaze.

"Yeah, I had some thinking to do and wasn't paying attention. My shoulder's not happy, but it'll be fine in a bit."

I felt my eyebrows go up. Roslin hadn't been in the habit of admitting it when she was hurting. That hadn't been anything new, but it had gotten worse since we'd gotten her back from Paragon. I was hoping it was a sign she was starting to be comfortable around me again. Instead of commenting on it, I nodded toward the mug.

"Here, let me get that for you."

I should have waited a second, but I didn't think. As I stepped closer and reached for the mug, Roslin flinched. It wasn't obvious, but I saw it and I froze, cursing myself, even as I tried to suppress the flash of hurt. After a few seconds, I backed up a few steps with a sigh.

I couldn't look at her for at first, and when I could, all I could see were the shadows in her eyes. I started to apologize, but Roslin beat me to it.

"I'm sorry, Jess."

I didn't have to be an empath to hear the pain in those three words. Closing my mouth on my apology, I shook my head slightly.

"It's okay, Roslin, you don't need to apologize. I understand."

I did. It still hurt, and I still hurt for her. But I did understand.

* * *

><p>Jesse did understand. With her defenses lowered, Roslin couldn't help but feel it and hear it in his thoughts. She also felt how that flinch had hurt him. Suddenly, his understanding made her angry, her temper flaring from nowhere.<p>

"Stop it, Jess! Just stop!"

Her sudden anger drove him back another step, even as hurt and confusion chased themselves across his face. It was clear he had no idea what had upset her.

"Stop what? Roslin, what's wrong?"

Jesse's confusion colored his voice and his mental presence, but it did nothing to ease the anger she felt. Roslin clenched her teeth, crossing to the table and putting her back to him before answering. She wasn't projecting, but her voice was tight with emotion.

"Stop being so damned understanding, Jess! You're hurt and we both know it, so stop pretending you're not!"

She heard him take a couple of steps, and a quiet clink as he set the mug down. Despite her best efforts, her back and shoulders tensed. There was a rustle of fabric, but when Jesse spoke, his voice was no closer than it had been. It was gentle and sincere, something she couldn't have missed, even without her abilities.

"You're right. It does hurt. But Roslin, it's not your fault. After what Juliana's people did to you, it would be amazing if you weren't afraid of us."

She shook her head, anger at herself leaking into her voice.

"I know those memories are false. They weren't real. I know you'd never hurt me. Hell! I feel it every day, Jess! I should be over it by now."

There was silence for several long seconds.

* * *

><p>"I know those memories are false. They weren't real. I know you'd never hurt me. Hell! I feel it every day, Jess! I should be over it by now."<p>

The pain, frustration, and anger in Roslin's voice hit me before the words themselves registered. The words stunned me into silence. Leaning back against the counter, I crossed my arms and thought before answering. Roslin was so tense she was practically shaking, and I didn't want to make things worse.

Yes, it was frustrating and it hurt when she shied away, but I hadn't been lying. I was amazed she'd come as far as she had so far. It had never occurred to me, or to any of us, I think, that Roslin might think she wasn't making progress fast enough. Somehow I had to make her see how far she'd come in a short time. And I needed to pick my words carefully.

"Roslin, think about it for a minute. Just a couple of weeks ago, you couldn't stay in the same room with Adam, Emma, or me - Even if Brennan and Shal were there too. Now you can be alone with each of us for a little while. That's huge progress in just a few weeks. Let your body catch up with what your mind already knows."

Mentally, I was pleading with her to believe me. Somehow I managed to keep my voice calm and reasonable. I didn't realize I'd been holding my breath until I saw her shoulders sag a bit as some of the tension drained away. Still, Roslin didn't say anything as she almost collapsed into a nearby chair, her back still to me.

I turned and filled her mug, adding the cream and sugar she usually took and then debated with myself for a minute. Picking up the mug, I circled the table instead of coming up behind her. I slid the mug across the table as I took the seat across from her.

"Don't beat yourself up, Roslin. Even Adam and Jarod expected it to take longer for you to get over what happened than it has. Yeah, it hurts, but I know you're working to get past it. It's okay."

Roslin kept her eyes on the table, or maybe the mug. I couldn't really tell. I was hoping for a response, some indication I'd gotten through to her, but it didn't seem I was going to get one. I sighed as I got to my feet, stopping as Roslin finally raised her head and looked at me. Her eyes were suspiciously bright, and she blinked once or twice.

"Thank you, Jess."

She believed me, at least a bit. But that wasn't what kept me frozen to the spot for a brief moment. Her left hand brushed my arm, the touch feather light, before she broke eye contact, hand and eyes returning to her mug.

I felt a smile tug at the corners of my mouth. That touch left me speechless. Roslin hadn't been demonstrative before she'd been grabbed. Since she'd been back, she'd actively avoided any physical contact outside of the dojo. As fleeting as it had been, it was the first time Roslin had initiated any kind of contact. It was a huge step on her part, though I wasn't about to point that out to her at the moment. Nor was I going to take the chance of ruining the moment by returning that touch.

I took a deep breath, trying to put at least some of my feelings in order in case she sensed them. I wanted Roslin to know I realized she was thanking me for more than the coffee.

"You're welcome, Roslin."

I nodded and gave her an understanding smile before leaving her to her thoughts. As I settled in front of my computer, I couldn't help but believe that Roslin had turned a major corner in her recovery.

* * *

><p>Roslin watched from the corner of her eye as Jesse left the kitchen. She wasn't sure she believed what he'd said, but she'd wanted to ease some of the hurt he'd been feeling. She wanted him know that she did trust him, despite her instinctive reactions.<p>

He deserved more than she'd given him, but that light touch had been the best she could do. Still, it was more than she'd been able to offer over the past weeks. Could he be right? Was she being too hard on herself?

It didn't make her feel much better, but it did help a bit. If Jess was right, maybe she was finally starting to get past it all.

She felt the others when they entered the garage. It gave her enough time to get her mental and emotional defenses up. She could still sense Brennan a bit, but his emotions and thoughts were muted to a point where she could tune him out, so to speak. Emma was with him, so he was actually shielding at least his emotions, and that helped too.

She was still uneasy about the idea of being around everyone, but it didn't seem quite so bad for some reason. Was it another indication that Jess was right?

Roslin hoped so.

Maybe it was time to to try joining the others for dinner again. She'd only attempted it a few times, and those had all been relatively recent. They'd all been awkward for the few minutes she'd managed to stick around - everyone else doing their best not to move too fast, talk too loud, trying not to startle her, and her trying desperately not to be startled. Despite everyone's efforts, she hadn't managed to make it more than five or ten minutes before it became too much and she'd had to leave the table.

If Jess was right, and she was making more progress than she thought, maybe tonight would be different. She wouldn't know unless she tried.


	4. Chapter 4

_I'm going to keep posting the completed chapters on schedule, but the chapters that still need to be revised may be delayed unless I see some indication that people are actually reading this. _

* * *

><p>The encounter with Jess left Roslin feeling off balance. It was a simple matter to get to her room before the rest of the team made it into Sanctuary's main areas. For several minutes, she just leaned against the door of her room thinking.<p>

She wasn't at all certain Jess was right, but there was no doubt he believed what he told her. Roslin wasn't about to seek Adam out and ask him. But there was someone else she could talk to. Someone who knew her better than anyone in Sanctuary. Someone she could trust to tell her the truth.

And someone she should have talked to before now.

She crossed the room to the desk and sat down. It still took a minute or two to convince herself, before her fingers switched on the monitor and typed out a string of commands.

As she waited for the connection, Roslin took a couple of deep breaths, trying to dispel the tension that was tugging at her shoulders.

"Roslin! You're looking good."

The warmth in Jarod's voice drained some of the tension away and she managed a slight smile for him.

"Hey, Jarod. Thought I'd check in."

His head tilted slightly to one side as he studied her image.

"Everything okay?"

"Why shouldn't it be?"

Roslin watched Jarod's image carefully, feeling a tinge of nervousness.

"No reason, except you haven't made a habit of calling me out of the blue."

Jarod gave her a wry smile as he raised an eyebrow, implying his answer should have been obvious.

Roslin brushed some hair out of her face, blushing slightly before answering.

"Fair enough, Jarod. You made your point."

She looked away from the monitor for a second, fidgeting with the edge of the keyboard.

"I need your thoughts, Jarod. Jesse said something this morning but I'm not sure he's right."

Dark eyes studied her through the screen and Jarod looked thoughtful.

"Whatever it was, it's obviously bothering you a great deal."

He leaned his elbows on the desk and rested his chin on folded hands.

"Talk to me, Roslin. No use in letting it twist you up inside."

She opened her mouth, but no words came. What if she was right and Jess was wrong? Considering what she was, shouldn't she have been able to adapt to this situation more quickly? After a minute, she folded her hands in front of her and swallowed, finally looking at Jarod again.

"I'm still having problems, Jarod. Jesse got too close this morning and I… I flinched away from him. I know those damn memories are fakes. I shouldn't still be reacting this way!"

Her voice had risen, her anger with herself coming out along with something else. Roslin hadn't told anyone what she was most afraid of - that the instinctive fear would never go away. She looked away for a minute, taking a deep breath and the green eyes that met Jarod's again held a hint of pleading in them. Her voice held uncertainty.

"Should I?"

Jarod didn't say anything for several minutes. He studied Roslin and she knew he was seeing and analyzing every little detail. The scrutiny made her uneasy and she dropped her gaze to the bottom of the monitor, waiting uncomfortably for his judgment. Finally he crossed his arms, elbows still resting on the desk.

"Roslin, look at me."

His voice was unusually gentle and he waited until she lifted her gaze.

"What Juliana's people did you is something we've never seen before. Adam and I didn't even try to figure out how long it would take you to work through it. There was no benchmark we could use. From what you said, you were alone with Jesse, yes?"

Roslin nodded, chewing on her lower lip, as he continued.

"I thought so. Given his prominence in those false memories, and the prior relationship the two of you had. I wouldn't expect you to be comfortable with him at this point. I'm pleasantly surprised that you can spend time alone with him, in fact."

Roslin knew he noted the surprise that flitted across her face because he leaned forward to emphasize his next words.

"You're doing better than I had hoped, Roslin. It might seem like slow progress from where you're sitting, but you're working through and past what was done to you better than I could have expected. Adam would tell you the same if you asked him. I know it's hard but this isn't something you can just adapt to. Believe me, you're doing well."

She took a shuddering breath and managed a hint of a smile.

"Jesse said I was being too hard on myself, but I was so frustrated. I couldn't be sure he really meant it."

Jarod chuckled.

"Jesse is a very intelligent man. I suspected as much even before I met him. And, Roslin, in this case, his judgment is definitely more accurate than yours. Cut yourself some slack."

She nodded slowly, her smile crooked, but growing a bit.

"Thanks, Jarod."

"No problem. Now, it looks like this has wrung you out. Get some rest. Stop trying to rush it."

He lifted a brow and pointed at her.

"And touch bases more often."

She felt her cheeks flush a bit.

"I will. I promise."

He gave her a nod and another smile then shut down the connection. Roslin stared at the blank screen for awhile, thinking about what he'd said.

Roslin took Jarod's advice, resting in the quiet of her room for most of the day. A hot shower helped relax muscles she hadn't realized were tense. There was no way she was going to be able to relax until dinner was over, but she could at least try to go in to it with as little stress as she could manage.

She got to the table a few minutes early, offering a shy smile to Adam, Shalimar, and Emma as she arrived. Jesse was only a minute or two behind her. He grinned when he saw her, giving her a nod of encouragement before taking a seat. Last to arrive was Brennan. He paused for a moment when he saw her, then slid into his seat.

Roslin built her mental walls a bit higher, just to be on the safe side.

Dinner was quiet, but not in the awkward way it had been on her previous attempts. The tension in her neck and shoulders slowly trickled away as nothing unusual happened. And as Roslin relaxed, the unconscious tension around the table seemed to drop away as well.

The others were teasing Jess as he got a second helping, as usual, when the volume inside Roslin's head suddenly went up. She was only hearing surface thoughts, but she couldn't shut any of them out and they started to overwhelm her own thoughts. She squeezed her eyes shut, her fork falling to her plate as she pressed her fingers to both temples and tried to regain some measure of control.

Shalimar was the first to notice, the fork hitting Roslin's plate and Roslin's movement both catching her attention. She was sitting next to Roslin, an arrangement designed to make the other woman feel more comfortable. She leaned over, keeping her voice low.

"Are you okay, honey?"

Somehow, Roslin managed to pick the actual words out from the myriad of words in her head. She managed to shake her head softly, but that was all the answer she was capable of.

"It's her telepathy, Adam. I'm pretty sure it just mutated again." That was Emma, the words echoing the other empath's thoughts.

For several minutes, no one moved. Adam frowned, not saying anything. The rest of the team knew his first instinct was to get Roslin down to the lab so he could see what was going on, but this time he was unsure if that was the best option. Jesse's attention was fully on Roslin. He seemed on the verge of moving to help her, but he hesitated, afraid of making the situation worse. Brennan only leaned back in his chair looking vaguely annoyed.

Shalimar was the only one to take action, slipping out of her seat and moving to Roslin's side.

"Come on, hon. Let's get you to your room."

The rest of the team watched as the two women left, varying degrees of concern and frustration in their expressions.

Roslin wasn't surprised to find a message asking her to meet Adam in the lab the next morning. She was more than a bit apprehensive about it, but not for the same reasons she had been during the past few weeks. The unexpected surge in her telepathic ability the previous night caused far more discomfort than the idea of being alone in the lab with Adam.

If she was honest with herself, Roslin was afraid. Her telepathy had been erratic, in a gradual way, before Juliana grabbed her. But with Adam's and Emma's helped, she thought she'd been getting a handle on it. Ever since the team had rescued her, even that minimal control seemed to slip without any warning. When it did, her sensitivity to other people's thoughts increased. So far she'd been able to adapt her defenses to the increases, but it was getting harder each time.

When Roslin arrived at the lab, coffee in hand, Adam was waiting. Whether he knew how uneasy she was or he was involved in his work was hard to tell, but he remained at the computer on the far side of the room. He offered her a smile and nodded toward the bio-chair.

"Let's get the scan out of the way, Roslin."

Setting her coffee on the counter gave Roslin a few seconds to suppress the shudder that tried to surface. That was a small improvement from previous visits. The fact that Adam stayed on the other side of the room helped her convince herself to take a seat, as did the lack of anything even resembling visible restraints. She settled back and closed her eyes. Not much more than two minutes later, Adam spoke again.

"All done. Let's go into my office and talk."

Roslin frowned as she opened her eyes and sat up. Adam's suggestion implied he wanted to discuss something privately Even though it meant being alone in an enclosed space with him, Adam's office held none of the instinctive fear for Roslin that the lab did. The office had played no part in the false memories, so in some ways, it was easier for her to deal with. And Jess and Jarod were right, Roslin was starting to gain some control over those instinctive reactions, which helped.

She snagged her coffee, following Adam into his office. She still couldn't bring herself to sit down before he taken his seat behind his desk. It was unlikely he missed that, but to all appearances, he was studying something on his screen. A moment after she settled, he turned his full attention on her.

"So, if last night is any indication, your telepathy is still mutating. I had hoped we'd managed to stop it. It does seem to have slowed down a bit, at least. It was almost a week between fluctuations this time, unless you didn't tell me about one."

Roslin nodded. Like Adam, she'd begun to hope, after several days, that maybe the fluctuations had stopped. Obviously they'd both been wrong.

"You look like you're handling this okay, but are you really?"

Adam's eyebrow lifted and Roslin sighed. Jesse had obviously talked to Adam at some point. He wasn't going to let her gloss over things like she'd done before.

"It caught me by surprise, Adam. I think I've been able to adjust my shields to account for it, but it's getting harder."

The scientist nodded slightly, leaning back in his chair. "None of us, including Emma, heard anything, so I'm assuming it was only an increase in your sensitivity?"

Once again, Roslin nodded, knowing he wasn't trying to minimize what had happened the previous night. Most of the mutations, fluctuations, whatever they called them, over the past few weeks had been increases in her sensitivity. About a third of them had involved the projecting side of her ability though. Those, though fewer, bothered Roslin far more. The last thing she wanted was for everyone else to know what was going on inside her head.

Adam tapped steepled fingers against his chin for a few seconds before sitting up and meeting Roslin's eyes.

"I'd like to bring someone else in to help."

Somehow, she managed to keep the spurt of fear she felt from showing, but she couldn't keep the uncertainty out of her expression or her voice. "Someone else?"

Adam nodded.

"What we've tried has helped, but it hasn't stopped the changes in your ability from happening. I know someone. A telepath, but his ability is natural, like your empathy. Since your abilities affect each other and are in the same family as his, he may be able to help you build more effective defenses, even though your telepathy is due to manipulation."

Roslin sat back, breaking eye contact. She tried to consider Adam's words logically, pushing her initial emotional response to them aside as best she could. Based on what she and Adam had learned, both before and since her ordeal, natural mutations were similar to ones caused by manipulation, but there were differences. It was definitely within the realm of possibility that the telepath Adam wanted to bring in would be able to teach her something that would help. If not with stopping the changes, then at least with their aftermath.

After several minutes, Roslin looked at Adam again. She wasn't sure, but after the previous evening, it was obvious that the efforts she and Adam had made so far weren't as effective as they'd hoped. "Okay, Adam. But he stays out of my head."

"Not a problem, Roslin. Toby doesn't like to read people unless there's no other choice."

Adam watched her, noting the uncertainty as she fidgeted with her mug. He was surprised she'd agreed so easily.

"Go get something to eat. We're done for now. I'll set things up with Toby."

Roslin studied him for a long moment before finally nodding and leaving the office.

* * *

><p>Adam waited patiently for Roslin to leave. In truth, he was more concerned than he'd let on. Calling someone else in was something of a last ditch effort that bothered Adam more than he cared to admit, even to himself. He couldn't get a handle on Roslin's problem and that wasn't something he was used to.<p>

After a few minutes, he checked his personal phone book. Picking up the phone, he double checked the number and dialed.

For a minute he was afraid he was going to have to leave a message, then he heard a click.

"Logan."

"Toby, it's Adam Kane."

"Adam! It's been awhile, almost a year or so, right?"

Adam heard the recognition in Toby's voice, relieved the other man's voice remained friendly as he continued.

"I'm guessing you didn't ring me up just to catch up?"

Adam chuckled despite his concern.

"Learning to read thoughts over the phone now?"

"Nope, but it's been awhile since we last talked. What's up?"

Adam leaned back, for once not certain how to approach the subject. He settled for a basic question.

"Do you have any vacation time available?"

"Yeah, a little."

Adam could hear the frown in the other man's voice.

"I'm working for the IIB now, so I'd have to check and see if I can take it right now though."

"I'd appreciate it if you did, Toby," Adam sighed. "I've got a situation I could use your help with."

"Oh? After the help you gave me, I'd be more than happy to help if I can, but my telepathy isn't like your new mutants, remember?"

The corner of Adam's mouth quirked upward at the curiosity in Toby's voice.

"That's exactly why I need your help. I have a telepath who's ability is the result of genetic manipulation, but she's also a natural empath. The two abilities are affecting each other and her telepathy keeps fluctuating. I'm hoping since you share the same mutation family, you might be able to help her gain better control over one or both abilities."

There was a short silence as Toby thought over what Adam had told him. "It's worth a try. And to be honest, I could use a few days off. I'll see if I can get the time, but it might take as much as a week to get approval. You want me to come to Sanctuary?"

"That would probably be the best option." Adam couldn't hide the relief from his voice, though he'd hoped Toby could come sooner. Still, a week wasn't all that long. "Just give me a call when you know when you can get here. I'll make arrangements for your flight and a rental car. And Toby, thanks."

Toby must have heard something in Adam's voice because he was quick to reassure the older man. "Not a problem Adam. I owe you. And like I said, I can use a few days away from work. I'll call you when I have a date."

Adam hung up and frowned as he studied Roslin's scans. It was a frail hope - that Toby could help, and Adam wasn't about to stop trying to find a solution himself. Unfortunately, he was starting to run out of ideas.

* * *

><p>Guilt kept me from getting much sleep after Roslin's telepathy fluctuated. I was pretty sure that what I'd said to her earlier in the day had been one of the reasons she'd come to dinner with the rest of us. And since we didn't know what was causing the fluctuations, it was more than possible the extra pressure on her defenses had triggered something.<p>

Roslin hadn't left her room the rest of the night. I knew Adam left her a message to meet him in the lab the following morning. Probably to give her a scan and make sure everything was okay. She must have gone, because Adam didn't say anything when I ran into him later in the day. That was a relief, but Roslin's continued absence throughout the day wasn't.

I was keeping an eye on security feeds. I'd caught her returning to her room, presumably after meeting with Adam. What I hadn't seen was any indication that she'd left her room again after that - not even to grab some coffee or tea from the kitchen. I had to wonder if she was trying to avoid the rest of us. And I couldn't help but worry that the previous night's fluctuation had taken a bigger toll on her than I'd thought.

I made a concerted effort to get to bed a decent hour, hoping the previous night's lack of sleep would help me fall asleep. I should have known better. I've never needed a lot of sleep and when something's bothering me, my body usually gives in to my brain until things are resolved. After tossing and turning for almost an hour, I got up and put on some clothes. If I couldn't sleep, I might as well get some work done.

I had gotten fairly deep into some code when I realized Sanctuary wasn't as quiet and dark as it should be. It wasn't unusual for me to be up at this hour, but everyone else was usually asleep, or at least in their rooms. If Adam was up - definitely possible - he was in his office.

So why was I catching a flickering of light at the edge of my vision? And why was I just barely hearing what sounded like conversation? Frowning, though nothing unwanted could have gotten into Sanctuary without setting off the alarms, I made a few notes and saved the code I was working on. I locked the computer, stretching as I stood. The slightly higher vantage at least showed me where that flickering light was coming from - the rec/common room.

I headed downstairs, not making any effort to stay quiet. I didn't want to startle whoever was down there, especially if it was who I thought, almost hoped, it might be. As I got closer, the conversation became clearer and I recognized it. It was dialog from a movie, a romantic comedy, that Shal and Emma watched when they felt the need for some cheering up. Probably one of them couldn't sleep and decided some laughter was in order.

I came around the corner and froze, wishing I'd followed my first instinct and let myself whistle something. Roslin was curled up on the corner of the sofa. It looked like she was watching the film, but she wasn't laughing. I moved closer, to where she'd be able to see me easier and hoped I wasn't about to startle her.

"Nightmares?"

I sighed as she flinched and turned to look at me. Not unexpected, but I'd hoped I'd made enough noise that she'd been aware she wasn't the only one up and about. Wide green eyes looked at me for several seconds before Roslin took a deep breath and shook her head. "No, just couldn't sleep."

The words were barely audible over the movie, but I could still hear the distraction in them. Whatever the reason Roslin was sitting there, it wasn't to watch the movie - that was just an excuse in case someone noticed she was up. Which most likely meant that something was bothering her.

"Mind if I join you? I couldn't sleep either. Tried to get some code done, but couldn't keep my mind on it." I nodded to the sofa next to her and waited. After a moment, Roslin shrugged.

"Sure, if you want. Didn't think this would be your kind of movie."

I had to chuckle. She was right about that, though I had watched this one with both Shal and Emma, just to provide company. But since it wasn't my kind of movie, and Roslin wasn't really watching it, I didn't feel bad about talking over it.

"I've seen it." I shrugged and moved around the sofa, settling down within arm's reach of her. "Anything in particular keeping you up?"

I'm not sure if I actually expected an answer or not, but she had opened up a little the previous day.

Roslin watched me sit down, then turned her eyes toward the screen and shrugged slightly, her voice almost flat. "Adam's not happy. He asked me if he could bring someone else in to help me."

My eyebrows went up and I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. After a moment, I licked my lips and settled deeper into the sofa to think before I said anything. Roslin obviously thought Adam wasn't happy with her, but I knew better. There's nothing that bothers Adam more than not being able to help someone himself.

I could only remember a handful of times that he'd called someone else in to help him with something. It meant he was either out of his depth, a rare thing, but it had happened, or he felt like he was failing. If Adam was desperate enough to call in help from outside, he had to be running out of ideas.

Roslin was still watching the images on the screen, though I doubted she was actually seeing them. I let out a breath and kept my voice quiet.

"It's not you, Roslin. He isn't happy with himself."

Her head slowly turned toward me.

"Adam's used to being the genius. He always has the answers." I stretched, then rested my arms on the back of the sofa. "He hasn't been able to find the answers to help you and that isn't something he's used to."

She nodded, seeming to relax a little. She did uncoil a bit from the tight little ball she'd been curled up into on the corner of the sofa.

"He wouldn't bring someone in unless he was certain they could help, Roslin. And you can trust whoever it is."

Roslin managed the hint of a smile for me as she finally leaned back into the sofa.

"Thanks, Jess. That helps."

My fingers were inches from her head. I wanted to stroke her hair, reassure her. Hell, I wanted to hold her until she felt safe. It was the last thing I could do though. She could barely bring herself to touch me the previous day and that was a ten times improvement over how things had been. My fingers tightened on the back of the sofa, but I resisted the temptation, instead turning my mind back to what Roslin had told me. I couldn't help but wonder who it was that Adam had asked for help, but I knew the list had to be very short.

I blinked a bit later to find the movie was half over, and Roslin was asleep - or as close to it as mattered. Even in that state, the stress she was under was visible in her expression and my heart went out to her. This time I made no effort to stop myself as my fingers brushed her hair lightly.

She didn't react. I didn't stop. Not until she made a small sound and shifted. I froze, ready to pull my hand away. But Roslin didn't wake or pull away. Her head leaned into my hand, just slightly. I closed my eyes as I resumed stroking her hair, wondering who was doing the same in her sleeping mind.

By the time the movie ended, Roslin was leaning against me. The arm I'd been resting on the back of the sofa was wrapped around her. I couldn't recall when or how it had happened and I was almost afraid to move. I was more afraid not to. I knew if Roslin woke up, her instinctive reaction would be fear. And I was pretty sure it wouldn't do anything good for the trust she was starting to regain in me.

I pondered the situation while the credits ran. The best option seemed, to me, to be to try to get her to bed without waking her up. She was, to all appearances, deeply asleep. I might just be able to pull it off.

I shifted enough to get my other arm under her and then stood up slowly. Roslin moved, laying her head on my chest, then settled. I thought, for just a minute, my heart was going to pound its way out of my chest, or at the very least wake her up. It did neither.

It only took a couple of minutes to get to her room. Hands full, I phased through the door and crossed the room. I laid her on the bed and straightened up with a soft sigh. Roslin mumbled something as she turned on her side and then settled. I couldn't help myself. I reached out and brushed some hair from her face, watching her for several minutes before I convinced myself to leave.

I had a feeling I was going to have another sleepless night, though for very different reasons.


	5. Chapter 5

A bit of conflict and tension in this chapter...

* * *

><p>Adam listened to the message again, debating with himself. It wasn't an unusual message - a new mutant wanting to enter the Underground. Something about it was making him uneasy. It could have been that things had been relatively quiet. Maybe it was because he wasn't making any progress in helping Roslin. Maybe it was just because it was time sensitive. That left Shalimar, and if Adam wanted to run the computers himself, Jesse.<p>

Brennan was out restocking safe-houses. Emma was staying overnight with another empath, helping the other mutant adjust to a genetic growth spurt. And Shalimar was a little too eager for some action. She'd only talk Jesse into a more hands-on approach than Adam was feeling comfortable with. Jesse was feeling just enough frustration at the moment to let her do it.

Adam brought up a satellite map of the location the new mutant had specified. It didn't ease his mind. It was an industrial area with entirely too many ways in and out, and almost no camera coverage on the ground. It wasn't a high traffic area, but it wasn't deserted or derelict either.

Shalimar's feral abilities would tell her if there were other people around, but they wouldn't tell her whose side they were on. Normally, he would have sent Emma along. The tele-empath would be able to read the feelings of anyone around. She also tended to have a calming affect on her feral friend.

Of course, there was another empath in Sanctuary. One that was a telepath as well. The question was whether or not Roslin could control her abilities well enough for the task. If Emma was right, the most recent fluctuation had hurt Roslin's confidence in her control.

That very vulnerability might be exactly what he needed though. Shalimar had something of a soft spot for Roslin. Roslin could, even from the Double Helix, tell if the meet was safe. If Shalimar could be convinced she needed to keep an eye on Roslin, it might temper her usual tendency to jump into the middle of things.

It wasn't a perfect solution, and Adam knew he was going to hear about it later from various members of his team. It did cover his major areas of concern though. And it had the additional benefit of giving Roslin something to do that would help her feel useful. It might keep her from fretting over her place at Sanctuary for a little while. He'd have Jesse monitor - there wasn't anyone on the team that would keep a better eye on both Shalimar and Roslin.

Double checking his information, Adam left his office. He activated his com-link, asking Shalimar to meet him at Roslin's room. He reached his destination before the feral and knocked on the door. He was about to knock again when Roslin answered. She looked wary, frowning a bit as Shalimar came around the corner to join them.

"I have a job for the two of you, if you're up to it, Roslin. May we come in?"

Adam offered the woman a slight smile, waiting for Roslin to open the door enough to admit them. It didn't take long, just a few seconds, but it seemed longer. Finally, Roslin nodded and swung the door open, motioning toward the single chair and her bed. Adam took a look around the room as he crossed to the chair, noting the lack of personal items. It was difficult to tell the same person had been occupying the room for two months. Breathing a silent sigh, he settled into the chair as Shalimar folded herself cross-legged on the bed. Roslin closed the door, then turned to lean against it, arms crossed over her chest.

"Thank you, Roslin. We have a new mutant requesting to be put in the Underground. Something about the contact just isn't sitting right with me though. I want you two to take the Double Helix out to meet him."

"Why me?" The question was asked quietly, but Roslin's expression held a hint of stubbornness. "Shalimar can handle pretty much any problem on her own. I don't see how I could help her."

Adam took a deep breath, brown eyes meeting Roslin's green.

"My instincts are telling me this is a trap. I could be wrong. But you can read anyone who shows up. If it is a set up, you and Shalimar will know without ever having to leave the Helix. It's well within your abilities, Roslin."

Shalimar bristled at the implication she might not be able to handle a relatively simple meet, but Adam gestured slightly, letting her know he'd explain later. Roslin was working through his reasoning, but a small frown played around her lips.

"You're taking a chance. I might lose control of my powers."

"You might, but even if you do, I don't believe you'll lose complete control, Roslin. You haven't yet. And Jesse will be monitoring the whole thing."

He meant what he said, and did his best to project that so that Roslin would pick it up, even without reading him. After a moment, Roslin looked at Shalimar and the feral grinned, raising an eyebrow and shrugging. "If nothing else, you can keep me from getting bored on the flight, hon."

* * *

><p>Roslin and Shalimar were well on their way to the meet location by the time Brennan got back to Sanctuary. He went searching for Shal first, but found Jesse instead. The molecular was just bringing up the few cameras in the area as he filled Brennan in on the situation. The taller man's jaw clenched and he stormed straight to Adam's office.<p>

Adam was was closing some files down, getting ready to join Jess, when Brennan barged into his office without so much as knocking. He sighed, leaning back in his chair and observing the elemental. At the same time, he was remembering a time when no one wanted to barge into his office and almost wishing that were still the case.

"Adam, how much longer is our guest staying?" The elemental sounded exasperated.

Adam frowned and nodded at the chair in front of his desk. "Until it's safe for her to leave, Brennan. I though we were all clear on that. Sit down."

As the younger man threw himself into the chair, Adam finished shutting things down. He took a brief moment to check in with Jesse, asking the molecular to keep him apprised if anything unexpected happened at the meet.

"I thought we were all clear on why Roslin is still here, Brennan. Her telepathy is still fluctuating - you saw that yourself the other night. Both Paragon and the GSA are still actively looking for her." Adam frowned again, studying the other man. "Is there a problem I'm not aware of?"

Brennan shook his head, picking at the upholstery, brown eyes not meeting Adam's.

"No. No problem." He shrugged. "We've never had anyone here this long. I guess it's just weird. She's not a team member and she doesn't really have a job here. It's kind of odd having another psionic around too."

Mutant X's leader relaxed a bit. Something about Roslin was bothering Brennan enough that he felt he needed to get his feelings on record, but it wasn't anything specific. The elemental wasn't really looking for anything to change, at least not yet.

"She may not have an official job, but she is helping out. A lot of the information we've been acting on is the product of her efforts. And her cooperation has given me a few new leads on what to watch for in your mutations."

Brennan still looked unconvinced, but he wasn't protesting.

""Things may seem even stranger in a few days. Roslin won't be the only visitor we have for a bit."

That got Brennan's attention and he finally met Adam's gaze. It spoke well that he managed to keep his voice casual. "Anyone we know?"

Adam shook his head, a small part of him wondering how Shalimar and Jesse would react when they found out. "No. I asked a friend to come help with Roslin's telepathy. He's a natural telepath and I helped him out a few years before you and Emma joined Mutant X. He lives up in Canada."

Brennan looked like he'd just tasted something bitter, but the expression was gone a split second later. "Well, if he can help Roslin, we can all get back to our regular lives. I'm gonna go wait for Shal to get back."

Adam nodded as Brennan pushed himself out of the chair and headed for the door. He sat there, thinking for several minutes, certain, somehow, that Brennan's visit was just the beginning of something. Finally he activated the comm system and contacted Jesse. "How'd the meet go, Jess?"

"It didn't." The two words were a bit flat, but Jesse's voice warmed up as he continued. "Shal kept the Helix in stealth mode as planned and landed on the roof. Roslin barely had to lower her defenses. It was a GSA trap. The caller really was a new mutant, but he was working for Eckhart." Jess paused for a moment. "The girls are on their way back now. Sounds like Roslin has a wicked headache, but she didn't have any control issues."

"Good. Ask her to come see me when they get back. I want to run a scan just to be on the safe side."

"Will do, Adam." Adam could hear Jess talking to someone else, then the younger man was back. "Hey Adam, what's up with Brennan. He seems kind of pissed off."

Adam sighed, wishing he had the answer to that question himself. "I'm not sure Jess. Maybe he's just annoyed he had to restock the safe-houses by himself."

"If you say so. I think I'm going to stay out of his way for awhile though."

"I'm sure he'll be fine once Shalimar is back." Adam couldn't help chuckle a little. Brennan and Shalimar were attracted to each other, but they were trying to hide it from everyone else. It didn't take a genius to see the signs, but everyone else was playing along and pretending they didn't notice.

"Gotcha. I'll pass along the message to Roslin when the girls get back. After that, I think I might spend some time down in the dojo."

"Thanks Jess."

* * *

><p>Roslin slipped into the lab with a grimace. All she wanted to do was go to her room and lay down. The headache she'd gotten reading people around the meet location had grown into a near migraine by the time she and Shalimar had gotten back.<p>

It wasn't helped by the fact that Brennan was back and not bothering to shield his thoughts and feelings. He wasn't actively projecting them, but he was loud, mentally and emotionally. The only time he even made an effort to mute his feelings was when Emma was around. Building up her defenses enough to block him out completely would guarantee the headache became a migraine. Roslin was beginning to wonder if she was going to end up with one anyway.

At least the lab was shielded. It made things a little easier. Roslin knew the EM shield wasn't always up, but Adam made certain, whenever he was expecting her, that it was up. The older man hadn't arrived yet, so Roslin took a seat on the bio-chair, leaning back and closing her eyes. Hopefully the headache would ease some before he showed up because she didn't really feel like talking about it.

Roslin managed to relax by the time Adam arrived. She opened her eyes and offered him a slight smile and shrug as he crossed to the computer.

"No problems with your sensitivity out at the meet location?"He glanced over to watch her expression.

Roslin sighed but shook her head slightly, relieved the headache didn't flare when she did so. "None. It was a little hard to keep my defenses mostly up and there were about a dozen people, but no problems."

"That's a good sign." Adam smiled before glancing at the computer and inputting the command to start the EDD scan. "If we can get the fluctuations under control, you shouldn't have any trouble handling your telepathy."

She nodded, closing her eyes as the scan ran it's course, knowing he was going to see certain things on the scan and ask. "It did give me a headache. I don't know how much of that was how high I was trying to keep my defense up though."

Adam studied the scan results for a moment. "Everything looks good. The scan shows a bit more electrical activity in your brain than normal, but that's to be expected. It's probably what's causing the headache." He looked at her and smiled. "Go get some rest. That should get rid of the headache, Roslin."

"Thanks, Adam." Roslin stood up and headed for the door, only to stop when Adam called her name again.

"Oh, Roslin. Toby should be here in four or five days."

Roslin paused at the door, turning to look at Adam. The uncertainty was back in her eyes. "He will? I mean…" Roslin's words trailed off as she realized she wasn't even certain what she was trying to say.

Adam nodded, leaning against the counter and crossing his arms over his chest. "It's okay, Roslin. I understand. Toby's a good guy. He understands what's going on, so don't let it stress you out."

She stood in the doorway for a few more seconds before nodding and heading back to her room.

* * *

><p>Roslin disappeared to her room after meeting Adam for the scan he wanted. Adam didn't emerge from the lab. Shalimar found Brennan and they headed down to the garage together. Something was off, but I couldn't put my finger on it, so did what I usually did. I pulled up one of my more complex projects and lost myself in the code for a time.<p>

When I surfaced, several hours later, I knew Sanctuary was asleep, or as close as it gets. When you keep hours like mine, you learn to recognize the little sounds that could only be heard after everyone went to sleep. I should probably have headed to bed myself, but I knew I wasn't going to be able to sleep. My mind was still mulling over bits and pieces from this afternoon.

It was quiet enough that I heard the click as someone turned on the stove. That was enough to give me a pretty good idea who it was. Brennan and Adam both tended to stick to coffee. Shal usually grabbed a bottle of water. And Emma wouldn't be back until morning. That left Roslin, who, by all rights, should have been sleeping the sleep of the exhausting.

I didn't take a chance this time, whistling a snatch of tune before I turned the corner into the kitchen. I was glad I had when Roslin turned toward me, her eyes a touch wider than normal. She nodded, pulling a mug from the cabinet and filling a tea infuser with one of her teas.

"Thought you'd be sleeping off that headache."

She sighed and shrugged, facing the stove. "I was. Then I woke up." There was a slight quaver in her voice and tension in her posture that made me think there was more to it. Especially since she was brewing one of her teas. The kettle started to whistle and she pulled it from the burner. After flipping the burner off, she poured the hot water into her mug, not looking at me until she turned to take a seat at the table.

I moved farther into the kitchen, leaning against the counter in front of the coffeemaker. I tried to put as much understanding into my voice as I could. "Nightmare?"

Roslin ducked her head, lifting the mug and blowing across the liquid before nodding slightly.

Something wasn't right. I didn't know what, but I did know that Roslin usually kept those nightmares to herself and somehow, she seemed more fragile than she had the past few days. "Want to talk about it?"

I thought she was going to say something, but then she shook her head and downed the tea, grimacing at the taste and probably scorching her tongue. If it wasn't the nightmare that was bothering her, it had to be something else. "Roslin," I tried to catch her eye, but she was studying her mug. "I can see something's bothering you. Something other than the nightmare. Talk to me."

She shook her head slightly, but finally looked at me, eyes reflecting a certain weariness I hadn't seen since we first met. Her voice reflected that same weariness. "I'm just tired, Jess. It's hard keeping everyone out all the time."

Why did I get the feeling she wasn't talking about her abilities? Or was that just wishful thinking on my part? I didn't know, but I didn't think she was done yet and whatever else Roslin might say might tell me, so I just listened.

"It's not like I can lean on someone else when I'm not certain of my powers. You all make up for each other's weaknesses…"

There it was. And it was something Roslin didn't know how to fix because she had been forced to rely on only herself for all too long. The question was whether or not she was ready, recovered enough from what Paragon had done to her, to be able to lean on someone else, even briefly.

I knew who I wanted her to lean on. I'd suspected for awhile, even though I hadn't let myself admit it. The other night had just confirmed it. I just wasn't certain if she could, or if maybe there was someone else she wanted to comfort her. Still, no matter how much Roslin had healed, she wasn't ready to ask. I decided it was worth the risk. "You can lean on me, Roslin. I won't hurt you. I promise."

I saw the beginning of tears as she bit her lip. I wanted to step across the space between us and wrap her in my arms until she knew she didn't have to be alone. And I knew how wrong a move that would be. She was rebuilding her trust in me and the others. It had to be her decision. I did push away from the counter, taking just one step closer to her and spread my arms slightly to either side. I was afraid to say anything at all.

"Just…" I could hear the sobs trying to come out as she spoke. "Would you just hold me for a minute, Jess?"

I swallowed and nodded before realizing she wouldn't see it. "Come here. I'll hold you as long as you want, Roslin."

She stumbled the few steps to me, catching herself with arms around my waist. I gave her a moment to regain her balance and then gently wrapped my arms around her. She went rigid for a split second, then her shoulders sagged and she hid her face against my chest.

God it felt so freaking right to have her there. I raised a hand and stroked her hair, murmuring reassurances as she cried quietly. As much as I wanted it to last, I knew it wouldn't.

So I kept alert for the little signs that would tell me Roslin was starting to feel uncomfortable. I expected them sooner than they appeared. She'd stopped crying, resting, relaxed, in my arms for several minutes before I detected tension starting to build in her back and shoulders.

I didn't want to let her go. I didn't want her going back to an empty room. But that wasn't what she'd asked from me. I took a deep breath, stroking her hair one last time, then placed both hands on her shoulders and turned her around to face the stairs. My voice was rough, but I was hoping she was tired enough to miss it.

"Go get some sleep, Roslin. I'll clean up."

I gave her a little push. It was a measure of how tired she was that she didn't protest or hesitate. It was a measure of the turmoil inside me, that I stood frozen for several minutes after she disappeared.


	6. Chapter 6

_Time for some action - and a little more angst and emotion_

* * *

><p>The mission had gone wrong from the start, though it was nothing Mutant X couldn't handle. All four team members were out there, with Adam and Roslin monitoring. It should have been relatively simple and they'd expected the GS agents. That was why all four had gone. They hadn't planned on running into members of the Strand at the same time. And so they got caught in the crossfire.<p>

Adam told them to abort the mission, and they had. They were well on their way out of the three-way fight when Brennan's electrical arc missed its target. That target, a GS agent, proceeded to tackle Jesse from behind, slamming the molecular into a brick wall. Without warning to brace himself, or use his abilities, his head impacted the wall first.

Roslin and Adam heard the impact, and Jesse's grunt of surprise and pain over the open comm channel. Roslin watched Adam run a hand over his jaw as the sounds over comm channel became chaos. By the time Brennan's voice came through, the scientist was pacing.

"We're clear, but Jess is out, Adam. He hit that wall pretty hard."

"Get back here ASAP, Brennan. The med-lab will be ready."

Brennan acknowledged the order then closed down the connection. Roslin looked to Adam, but he was already headed for the lab. She sighed and chewed on her lip for a minute before coming to a decision. She knew she wasn't going to be able to pick anything up at the current distance, but she lowered her defenses anyway. She didn't have a long range and it wasn't likely she'd get anything before they got back, but she kept trying.

* * *

><p>By the time the Double Helix was on final approach Roslin and Adam were both waiting. Adam hardly waited for the aircraft's door to open, but Roslin stayed behind, standing next to the hanger's computer station. As the Helix had entered the hanger, she finally got something and it had nearly floored her.<p>

Emma was trying to project calm for everyone and soothe Jesse, who was conscious if not coherent. Shalimar was in full 'mama lion' mode even though all she could do for the time being was watch over Jesse. And Brennan was pissed - at himself, at the GS agent, and even a bit at Jesse. He was also worried and feeling guilty.

By the time Roslin had sorted out everyone else's thoughts and feelings, Adam was already aboard the Helix, evaluating Jesse's condition. A headache was forming between her eyes, but Roslin wasn't sure if it was hers, or if she was picking it up from Jess. His emotions were erratic, his thoughts dazed. It reminded Roslin uncomfortably of the concussion she'd had.

She got so caught up in reading Jess that it barely registered as the others passed her. Shalimar and Brennan were supporting the molecular between them, but at least he was conscious and walking. They disappeared through the door into Sanctuary proper before Roslin was able to get herself moving in the same direction. It would have helped if she was able to get her mental defenses back in place, but the intensity of the team's feelings and thoughts, combined with the erratic and dazed input she was getting from Jess made it almost impossible.

So she stumbled along in the others' wake, at least until they got to the lab. Stopping a few steps from the door, she tried once again to center and bring her defenses back up. The effort brought tears to her eyes and she turned away from the door. She wanted, needed, to be in the lab with the others. To know Jess was going to be okay. But if she couldn't deal with the emotions and thoughts from out here, there was no chance she'd be able to do it in there. Roslin fled for her room, hoping the EM field around it would allow her to center and re-establish her defenses.

* * *

><p>It took far more time than Roslin liked to get herself focused and rebuild her mental and emotional defenses. Even when she had, she was hesitant to leave her room and the protection of the EM shield around it. Eventually, she did venture out, though only as far as kitchen for a cup of one of her teas.<p>

That was where Emma found her, brooding over a cup of one her special teas. The Mutant X tele-empath didn't say anything at first. She made her own cup of tea, then settled into a seat catty corner to Roslin. After a few minutes of silence, she spoke.

"Jesse's going to be fine. He's got a slight concussion and some bruises, but that's it. He'll be going stir crazy long before Adam lets him back on full duty."

Roslin looked at the other woman gratefully and nodded. As much as she was grateful for the update, she was worried about Jesse. Unfortunately, she didn't quite trust her control over her abilities at that moment. She'd really rather be alone, but she was afraid the others would think she didn't care. Things were already awkward enough without that added into the mix.

"You're projecting, Roslin. Not much, but you are." Emma's voice was soft. "Did your powers just fluctuate again?"

Roslin frowned, setting her cup down deliberately and pushed to her feet. "Sorry Emma. Tell Jess I hope he's feeling better. I think I better go back to my room."

Emma watched the other woman leave, eyes dark with concern. She lingered a few more minutes before finishing her own tea and placing both cups in the sink. She'd vaguely felt Roslin's turmoil when they'd gotten back, but shed been focused on Jesse at the time, so it hadn't really registered. Now that she'd gotten a more definite feel for it, it was time to talk to Adam. And to let Jess know why Roslin was playing "least in sight" for now.

* * *

><p>Adam kept me in the lab overnight, just to be on the safe side. Not my idea of fun. He was nice enough to warn me before I left that he'd set a lock on my account on Sanctuary's systems. Damn the man.<p>

I was going stir crazy within a few hours. Despite a slight headache, the occasional dizzy spell, the tendency for my vision to blur if I looked at something for too long, I wasn't inclined to just rest in my room. I had work to do.

Unfortunately, Adam wasn't inclined to let me do it. He'd set the lockout at one hour which prevented me from getting any real research or work done. I could have borrowed someone else's login, but then I wouldn't have access to my projects, so it was pointless.

If I couldn't get any work done, maybe someone else could. I needed information, and other people could gather that. I logged in and accessed my email along with a couple of folders. Sorting through the folders, I compressed three files and attached them to a new email. Explaining what they were and why I was sending them took a few minutes. I had to blink a few times to clear my vision as I reviewed the text. Satisfied, I pressed send.

Maybe Broots had found something in his searches, or could use the information I'd just sent him to find something. Jarod had put us in touch, but we hadn't really had much of a chance to exchange information. He had different resources and different methods than I did, so maybe if we were both working on the problem of how to bring Paragon, and Juliana, down, we'd get somewhere. That's what I was hoping anyway.

I'd added a request for all of Roslin's files, though I didn't know how it would be received. I was more than a little afraid of what she might think about if she found out. Something told me that someone here at Sanctuary needed to be aware of what they contained.

Leaning back in my chair, I closed my eyes. Maybe Adam was right about taking it easy, but I couldn't just lay in bed and do nothing. Especially not with the recent breaks in Roslin's composure - I hadn't mentioned them to anyone else. That would have been abuse of the trust she was regaining in me, and I wasn't willing to risk that. Especially since Emma had told me why Roslin was hiding out in her room.

Opening my eyes, I sat up and logged off the computer. Food was in order, then maybe a nap. I wanted to be getting things done, but I had enough experience from past injuries to know that rest, or at least not pushing myself too much, was the way to speed my recovery. It was the smart thing to do, though that didn't change what I wanted to do.


End file.
